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A COLLECTION OF OLD REVOLVERS, 
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“NO IDEA OF THE FITNESS OF THINGS.” 


Not Exactly a Novelty. 
A= AEL was giving the Newly Disembod- 
ied Spirit a little trip about the Universe. 
‘sWe are now near the sun,”’ said he; ‘let 
us watch it. You will notice how the surface 
heaves and bubbles. See that spurt of violet 


colored flame shooting up into space 
for something like four thousand 
miles? There! Did you notice that 
mountain range blow up and crumble 
into bits? Do you hear that planet 
shaking roar? Is it not terribly, sub- 
limely grand?’? 

“Oh, yes,” admitted the Newly Dis- 
embodied Spirit with a slight yawn, 
‘*T suppose it is, but’’—another yawn— 
‘*T’m from New York, you know.”’ 


Lavish. 


e RS. JONES is a lavish enter- 
tainer.”’ 
“Yes, I’m told she has no regard for 
expense.”’ 
‘‘ None whatever ! She even goes so 
far as to play a square game of bridge.”’ 
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A Lover to St. Valentine. 


OW may I my heart recover? 
Saint of lovers, pray reveal! 
Though around Marie I hover, 
Making strenuous appeal, 
Yet no atom of my anguish does the 
maiden seem to feel! 


‘* Fair exchange !” I make suggestion ; 
** Yours for mine!’ I softly say ; 
Coyly she eludes the question ; 
Merrily she turns away ; 
Parlous is a man’s condition who gets 
neither ‘‘ yea” nor ‘‘nay”! 





— 
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There are others for the wooing 
To be had—as glances show! 
But what can a swain be doing 
If he’s nothing to bestow ? 
Here’s a hecatomb, your Saintship, 
if you'll only let me know! 
Clinton Scollard, 








‘* While there is Life there’s Hope.” 
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7 T is hard to see why 

Admiral Schley shoul 
bother about any more 
* appeals or 
solicita- 
tions of 
inquiry. 
At this 
writing his 
appeal to the 
President to 
declare that 
he was in com- 
=——’mand during 
the fight off Santi- 
ago has not been 
answered. There 






\ 


seems very little chance that the Presi- 
dent will reply to the Admiral’s satis- 
faction, but if not, why should the 


Admiral care? No conclusion that is 
reached about him by any competent 
authority makes, or can make, any dif- 
ference to the general public. He is 
hopelessly and incorrigibly popular 
with the multitude. He has really 
been cleared of the charge of coward- 
ice which ought never to have been 
made against him. For the rest, he 
did his work in the Spanish war in 
such a way as to lose the confidence cf 
his superiors in Washington. They 
put Sampson in charge of him and 
breathed easy. The fight came; the 
dispute followed. Schley has grown 
constantly more popular ever since. 
He played tricks with the Hodgson 
letters. That seemed to raise him still 
further in publicfavor. Next to Dewey 
he is the hero of the Spanish war, and 
yet he is not satisfied but wants more 


‘LIFE * 


credit still. He has had wonderful 
luck, but hehasneededitall. Let usnot 
grudge him cheers, banquets, anything 
that has come his way. It doesn’t 
greatly matter,especially since Admiral 
Sampson no longer cares, and it makes 
a singularly lively and derisive para- 
graph in history. 





NYONE who has the real situa- 
tion in the Philippines concealed 

about him is invited to turn out his 
pockets and enlighten the country. 
We know what Judge Taft knows, 
and what Dr. Schurman thinks, and 
what Mr. Bonsal says, and what Gen- 
eral Chaffee predicts, but an agree- 
ment of information, opinion and pre- 
diction seems very far off. Any kind 
of story that anyone wants to read can 
be supplied from the Philippines with 
the name of a truthful man signed to 
it. We may accept Governor Taft's 
opinion that three-quarters of our 
troops may safely be withdrawn with- 
in a year, or General Chaffee’s opinion 
that we will need all the troops we 
have there, and more, for at least five 
years to come. We may agree with 
Mr. Bonsal that the job has been dread- 
fully botched and that things are going 
badly, or with some other observer— 
there are plenty of them — that things 
are going remarkably well. We would 
like to understand the ‘real situa- 
tion,’’ but, after all, it is not immedi- 
ately important that we should. The 
course of our Government does not de- 
pend on facts in the Philippines, but 
on feelings at home. We have no 
means of carrying out our present 
policy better than is being done. 
We have no better man to govern the 
islands than Judge Taft, no better 
men to direct the American end of the 
enterprise than President Roosevelt 
and Secretary Root. It is quite cred- 
ible that we are on the wrong track 
and doing very ill, but the fault is in 
the job and in our policy, not in the 
men who at present have it in charge, 
for they are the best we have got. 
There is no prospect that there will be 
a radical change of policy unless such 
a change is called for at the polls. 





The earliest that it can be called for is 
next fall at the Congressional elections, 
and it will be hard to make a clear is- 
sue of it before 1904. There is no 
doubt that there is a pretty strong 
group of voters who are opposed to 
subjugating the Filipinos and govern- 
ing their islands as an unwilling de- 
pendency. There is not much doubt 
that that group will be reinforced by 
very large accessions of Democratic 
voters who are not unbearably dis- 
tressed about the Filipinos, but who 
want an issue about as earnestly as a 
drowning man wants a life preserver. 
No group of men need ask for a stronger 
motive to do their best than the pres- 
ent administration has to bring order 
and hope out of the Philippine muddle. 
If they can doit, they will. If they 
can’t do it on présent lines,we shall see 
what we shall see. Meanwhile folks 
who feel the worst about the Philip- 
pines may be content that Roosevelt 
and Root should exhaust their re- 
sources before Gorman and Tillman 
get the case. 





T looks as if Governor Cdell would 
have his way about the insane 
asylums of New York State, and abol- 
ish their local boards and put them all 
in charge of a central authority. It 
will save some money. It will almost 
surely have some other good results 
that are more important than economy, 
but in the main the project is con- 
demned by those citizens of the State 
who have concerned themselves most 
unselfishly about the management of 
the State institutions, and who. have 
the best right to be considered authori- 
ties upon the subject. It is averred 
that the Governor is working fer polit- 
ical ends and hopes to make all the 
State institutions contributing factors 
to Republican control. That charge is 
probably unjust. It is easier to believe 
that the Governor’s motives are up- 
right than that they are unworthy, or 
even mixed. If he has his way, his 


plan will probably show good results 
while his administration lasts, but its 
future effects are distrusted, and when 
they are felt he will not be Governor. 








ean 














wa sont. ' 
mS, rr 


: —— 
7 yy 


| 


MORE ATTRACTIVE. 


““WAS THAT MR. GAYLOR?”’ 
HE TOLD ME THAT OFTEN IN MAKING CALLS, WHEN HE SAW THE MAID 


** YES, THE HORRID THING ! 
WHO CAME TO THE DOOR, HE WOULD RATHER SIT IN THE KITCHEN.’ 
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= last word upon the cause célebre of 
Antoinette and Cardinal de 
Rohan is spoken by Frantz Funck-Brentano 
Diamond Necklace. Recently dis- 
covered documents bearing on the case and 


Marie 
in The 


all other éxisting evidence are analyzed and 
compared, and the result is interesting and 
convincing. (J. B. Lippineott Company, 


Philadelphia. $1.50.) 


As two Topsies and two Evas now go to 
the making up of one Uncle Tom’s Cabin 
company, so the generous purveyors of his- 
torical romance now strive to make two hair- 
breadth escapes grow where but one grew 
before. In this endeavor Robert W. Cham- 
bers is extremely successful in Cardigan, his 
story of Revolutionary times among the tribes 
of the Six Nations. (Harper and Brothers. 
$1.50.) 

On the other hand, Ambrose Pratt, in 
Franks: 
upon Ossa in the matter of adventure, only 


Duellist, while fairly piling Pelion 


succeeds in constructing a highly sensa- 
wholly and somewhat 
coarse tale of Napoleonic times. (R. F. 
$1.50.) 


tional, incredible 


Fenno and Company. 
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AUF GESCHAUT 


Elizabeth W. Champney's Romance of 


the Renaissance Ch@leaux is a thoroughly 
charming volume. Mrs. Champney’s famil- 
iarity with the untrodden corners of France, 
and her graceful gift of mingling fact and 
fiction are here utilized to the best advan- 
tage. (G. P. Putnam’s Sons.) 


A good series of Rocky Mountain 
railroad stories, by Frank H. Spear- 
man, is called Held for Orders. 
They are crisp and evidently authen- 
tic, and each one leaves a vivid pic- 
ture in the mind of the reader and 
a sense of personal acquaintance 
with the staff at ‘‘ Medicine Bend.” 
Do not, however, read them just be- 
fore a journey or on thetrain. (Me- 
Clure, Phillips and Company.) 


The Margate Mystery, by Burford 
Delannoy, is that hopeless thing, a 
detective story which is hard to 
read. As the painless killing of 
Time is the sole object of this class 
of literature, a cigar which will not 
draw is useful by 
(Brentano’s.) 


comparison, 


Clifton Johnson, the author of 
very entertaining accounts of wan- 
derings in Englandand France, has 
written an equally acceptable book 





about Ireland called The Isle ef the Sham- 
rock. It is profusely illustrated with pho- 
tographs by the author. (The Macmillan 
$1.50.) J. B. Kerfoot. 
kK your self-respect; there is 

nothing real in life but its illu- 
sions, you know. 


Company. 





“Say, YOUNG FELLER, YOU'RE INTERRUPTING BUSINESS. 
WE’VE GOT A DATE TO ROB THIS HOUSE TO-NIGHT, BUT 
IF YOU'RE GOING TO SIT MUCH LONGER, WE’LI. COME 
"ROUND AGAIN.” 
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AN EVIDENCE OF INCREASING POPULARITY IN THE WEST. 
REPORTED TO HAVE BEEN SEEN BY MR. ROOSEVELT WHILE ON A HUNTING TRIP. 


The Right To Go Away. 


BY GILBERT SPARKLET, AUTHOR OF ‘‘ THE BACKSEATS OF THE 
MIGHTY,”’ ETC. 
CHAPTER I.—Not Guitty! 


HOLLY STEAL had just finished his address to 
the jury, and the court-room was as still as a 
boiler factory in busy times. He removed his glass eye, 
and, after wiping it with a silk handkerchief richly 
embroidered with his crest in three colors, 
deliberately restored the eye to its accustomed 
place in his hip-pocket. This was always a 
sign ot deep emotion with Cholly Steal, and 
the spectators began to believe 
that perhaps for the first time 
the lawyer who had never lost a 
case was about to meet with 
defeat. 

In defence of Jean Crapaud, 
the wretched-looking habitant 
charged with sheep-stealing, he 
had offered no testimony save 
to the effect that it was gener- 
ally known that the accused 
had a natural antipathy to raw 
mutton. But Cholly had just 
completed a course in ‘*‘ Hypnot- 
ism Taught by Mail,” and, 
besides that, the foreman of the 
jury owed him fifteen dollars, 
so he felt reasonably confident that the verdict would be in favor 
of his client. 

‘Gentlemen of the jury,” asked the clerk, ‘‘have you agreed 
upon a verdict?” 

‘“We have,” replied the foreman, winking solemnly at Cholly. 

‘‘ What it is?” asked the clerk. 

Cholly replaced his eye in his socket and carefully swept the jury 
with it. He always did this, as juries always looked as though 
they needed it. 

** Not guilty,” replied the foreman. 

The spectators gave three cheers for Cholly, three cheers for Jean 
Crapaud, three cheers for the sheep, and then left the court-room. 

When the room was emptied, Cholly furtively opened his brief- 
bag and took from it a large, three-cornered piece of custard pie. 
This he consumed in a jiffy. Carefully brushing the crumbs from 


his diamond scarf-pin and sealskin waistcoat, he left the building 
with a slight stagger always noticeable after his too frequent indul- 
gence in pie. At the door he was joined by a tall, stately blonde, 
exquisitely attired in yellow corduroy of the same cold golden 
shade as her hair. 

As they reached the foot of the steps Cholly was accosted by 
Jean Crapaud, who had been awaiting him. In his intense grati- 
tude the habitanté fell to his knees and began to lick the pie-crumbs 
from Cholly’s boots. 

‘“‘Gwan/” said Cholly. ‘‘ You know you swiped the baa-baa. 
Get t’ hell out o’ here!” 


CuaptTer II.—Anp So TuEyY WERE MARRIED. 


Cholly was known from one end of British America to the other 

s ‘Pretty Steal.” Whether this was due to his prominence in 

the legal profession, or to his exquisite taste in dress, does not ap- 

pear. His ancestors had come to Canada with Columbus and, 

prospering in the codfish industry, had left Cholly a large number 

of well-rented tenement houses. He was rich and only worked out 
of spite. 

**Come, Kathleen,” he said to the cold blonde—he called her 
Kathleen because her name was Bridget and he shared the Cana- 
dian prejudice against Fenians. ‘‘Come, Kathleen, let us go and 
get married. I don’t care for you and you rather loathe me, so it is 
only natural we should get married.’”’ He turned the glass eye 
full upon her and she felt the subtle, commanding influence of 
this strange nature which cared for neither God nor Devil—only pie. 

And she went with him, sadly thinking ofher little brother Willie 
who had noble aspirations towards being a bank-robber but who, so 
far, had done nothing more than occasionally remove the family 
wash from the neighbors’ clothes-lines. 


Cuapter III.—WI1u1e’s First Start 1n LIFE. 


One morning, about a year after his marriage, as Cholly drove to 
his office—which, with his own naive wit, he was wont to call his 
“law foundry ”—he noticed that three of his best-paying tenement 
houses had been stolen during the night. After his reckless 
fashion, he was not seriously affected by his own personal loss, but 
the mortgages on the tenements had been held by widows and 
children, and the thought of suffering women and children always 
spoiled Cholly’s appetite. 

As he sat down to his desk Kathleen’s little brother Willie came 
in to wish him good morning. Cholly noticed a wea‘y look about 
Willie’s eyes and also that his clothes were sprinkled with mortar- 
dust. In an instant the truth was revealed to the shrewd lawyer. 
Deliberately removing his glass eye and placing it in his hip- 
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pocket —always a sign of emotion—he care- 
fully locked the door and threw the key out 
of the window. 

‘‘Now, you miserable low-down cur,” he 
said, with the sareasm for which Pretty Steal 
was noted, ‘‘how dared you steal my tene- 
ments out from under the mortgages of the 
widow and orphan? How do you suppose 
sister will like a brother who does such 
rude things ?” 

‘*Merey! Merey!” cried Willie, falling 
at Cholly’s feet. ‘‘ Don’t tell sister and _ 
I'll go away back—away off, I mean—and < 
fight the Boers.” 

** Fight the Boers ! ”’ 
*‘yes, Boer women and children; that’s 
about your size. : 


exclaimed Cholly; 


Get out of here.’ 

Willie took advantage of this pause in 
the conversation to leave the room by way 
of the fire-escape. 

Cholly paced up and down the room a 
moment and then, unlocking the safe, took 
from a secret drawer three large pieces of co- 
coanut pie. Having quickly eaten them 
his glass eye resumed its usual cold glitter 
and his hand its accustomed firmness. Seat- 
ing himself at his desk he drafted this doc- 
ument: 


For one dollar to me in hand paid, 
I hereby assign to my beloved wife 
Kathleen, alias Bridget, all my debts, 
of whatsoever kind, both real and per- 


sonal. 
: CHARLES STEAL. 


‘And now,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ for Suzon 
Burgundy’s and pie galore!” 
Cuarter 1V.—At Suzon Bureunpy’s. 
As Cholly drove swiftly through the disrep- 
utable quarters of the town, he felt swelling 
within his veins the mad inspiration of the 
pie he had already eaten. The hectic flush 
on his cheek, and which was partly respon- 
sible for his being known as Pretty Steal, was 
hecticer than ever before. He had escaped 
for the time, perhaps forever, from Kathleen's 
arctic zone and littleWillie’s kleptomaniacal 
tendencies. He was about to revelin Suzon’s 
warm, but intellectual society, and pie—pie— 
As 
crowded with river-men and habitants, all 


pie unlimited. usual Suzon’s was 
bitter and impassioned Methodists and Bap- 
As he 


stood at the counter and took his first piece 


tists, as well as expert cut-throats, 


of pie from Suzon's freckled but shapely 
hands, the old recklessness seized him and 
he began in a deep basse-profundo voice the 
; Ave Maria 


mong 


veet melody of Gounod 


tive on 


wasa dad ontented muttering 


either at the subject of the son 
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changed his tune to the exquisite tones of 
Mozart’s Six-O’clock Mass in A flat. This 
roused the anger of Rouge Gosling, a brawny 
woodsman of the Methodist faction. 

‘*Seein’ you can’t sing,” he sneered, ‘‘ per- 
haps you wouldn’t mind givin’ us a sermon.” 

**T haven't the honor of your acquaint- 
ance,” replied Cholly in similar tones, ‘‘ but 
I don’t eare if I do.” He carefully wiped 
his glass eye, which seemed to infuriate the 
men still more. In the meantime Suzon, 
always friendly to so good a customer as 
Cholly, prudently armed herself with a pie- 
knife, a revolver and an axe. 

‘** Men,” said Cholly, in his cool, critical 
voice, ‘‘ why is it we are always tired? We 
go to bed tired, and most of us get up tired. 
Many of us are born tired, and many of us 
are too tired to work. Bicycles, automo- 
biles, even baby carriages are tired.” 

This last was too much for these simple- 
minded Christians. Some one turned the 
electric light switch, and the room was in 
darkness. There was a scuffle, a sound of 
blows, and when the police came in the men 
had disappeared and Suzon’s body lay on 
the floor, stabbed to death with a piece of 
her own pie. Cholly Steal was nowhere to 
be seen. 

CHAPTER V.—THE TRANSFORMATION. 

About this time Portugee Joe was steer- 
ing his dug-out down the swirling waters of 
the river. Zabitant-like he was singing: 


Hoop-la! Ma belle Maryanne, 
Hoop-la! Ma belle Susananne, 
We'll always dance the gaie can-can, 
Vive la femme de chambre! 

Suddenly he ceased his song and peered 


into the dark waters Ilis instinet had not 


deceived him it was a floater Hauling 
the inanimate thing into the dug-out, he 
promptly and expertly went through its 
prove kets In each one he founda piece of 


} aretully 


wrapye dl n ¢ ile prapeer and 


that the a 
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DAY IN THE WOODs. 


he—sat up and carefully wiped his glass 
eye with his silk handkerchief. A flood of 
recollection passed through the mind of 
Portugee Joe, and he threw himself at 
Cholly’s feet and licked the pie-crumbs from 
his patent-leathers. But Cholly gave no 
sign and gazed at Joe with the empty look 
of a little chee-ild. 

Joe took Cholly home with him. It was 
a bumble hut in the woods, but here for 
weeks Joe tended him, and nursed him, and 
fed him on such rude delicacies as truftled 
paté,canvassed-back duck, terrapin and oys- 
ter-crabs en brochette, without Cholly’s giv- 
ing a sign of consciousness or a tip to the 
waiter. 

It happened that one day the Rabbi of the 
nearby village, out on a hunting trip with 
his brother, a famous surgeon from Paris 
(Kentucky), stopped at Portugee’s hut to bor- 
row his new gun. The surgeon at once be- 
ame interested in Cholly’s case. He had 
no instruments with him, but skillfully util- 
ized Joe’s auger, adze and whip-saw in tre- 
phining the patient. He removed several 
pounds of coagulated pie which was press- 
ing on Cholly’s brain, and then neatly 
dressed the wound with the stripes from a 
flannel blanket. As he went away he 
assured Joe that the patient would soon be 
himself again, and left with him a small 
packet addressed 


To the Sick Man at Portugee Joe's, 


Joe could not restrain his curiosity, and 
opening the packet found only a piece of 
paper, on which was written: *‘ Beware of 
pie! You may hand my brother one thou 
sand dollars for my professional services 


He will remit it to me.” 


Cuarren VI In Tur Foun 


When 


Cholly recovered he secured him a place as 


Rabbi Cohen was a fine old man 


man-of-all-work in hie Unele Levi's second 





thing store Levi (‘ohen whet 














TWO HEROES, 


Rhodes; AH, GENERAL! WHAT GLORIOUS VICTORY DOES ALL THIS REPRESENT? 
Kitchener; WOMEN AND CHILDREN FROM THE NEAREST CONCENTRATION CAMP. 


and had a mania for money. -Cholly was to 
receive no wages, but in return he was ex- 
pected to work only seven days a week and 
evenings. Levi felt that he had been swin- 
dled. The thought rankled in his breast and 
it became a positive agony for him to see 
Cholly eat. One night, as Cholly lay sleep- 
ing in his cosy corner on the floor remote 
from the pantry, Levi cautiously stole from 
the house, and entering the synagogue re- 
moved a silver dollar from the poor-box. 
He stealthily re-entered the house, and hold- 
ing the dollar in the tongs heated it white 
hot. Then he pressed it on Cholly's throat 
and fell over dead, screaming, ‘‘ The mark | 
The The 


mark! dollar mark!” 


Cuartrer VIL.—Tur Love or Rosy Ane 


Cholly was always a heavy sleeper and 
Not ~~ 


Roxy Ann, the beautiful telegraph operator 


had not noticed this littl incident 
in the offiee over the way The scream of 
levi had tote rrupte d her in her favorite 
lints ning te the 


amusement of thie eeages 


pasting over the line, and without wteopeprling 


to remove her chewing gum of put oF her 


snowshoes, she dashed across the street and 
began to apply mustard-plasters to the vivid 
mark on Cholly’s throat. As he slowly 
opened his eyes the glass one fascinated her. 
Poor girl, she had always lived in the coun- 
try and had never seen one before. And 
Cholly —he, too, had vague thoughts that it 
would be pleasanter to be the husband of a 
telegraph operator with a neat but modest 
salary than chief assistant to Levi Cohen on 


board wages. But Kathleen ! 


Cuarter VIIL.—Destiny. 


Although it was early morning, all Cacei- 
acque was astir, This was the day of the 
First Annual Private 
Young Hebrew 
Cacciaeque, and people had come from all 


Theatricals of the 
People's Association of 
over the world to witness the solemn event, 

Among the fakirs drawn to Cacciacque 
was one owning @ strange vehicle bearing 
*(iwl Launch.” Aa Cholly Bteal 


approached it a strange, familiar, elusive 


the sign 


delightful oder filled his nowtrile hire 
y' are now!” the fakir erted All bet! All 
het ! All het! The kind that mother weed 


to make! Mince—custard -- cocoanut — 
apple! Take your choice and your fill 
for a quarter!” Cholly hesitated, but the 
old appetite was too strong. 

Once more he felt the pie surging through 
his veins, and he was another man. But 
what was this chill he felt stealing over 
him? Looking over his shoulder he saw— 
Kathleen! Withdrawing into a nearby 
doorway he became unconscious—frost- 
bitten. Kathleen swept by without noticing 
him, 

And she never knew she was a bigamist ! 

4 . . 

Little remains to be told. Rosy Ann, now 
a white-haired, benevolent-looking woman 
of twenty-four, repaid to the synagogue the 
dollar Levi had taken. She and the Rabbi 
often speak of Cholly, who left Cacciaceque 
and opened a pie bakery of his own in Que 
hee There he does penane alwave in 
feeling that for 
to yield 
(‘ohen, the famous surgeon of l'arie 
collected hie bill 

Vetoalfe 


sight of temptation, but 
business reneons he does not dare 
Ane Thy 
Kentucky 


hae never 
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A COLLECTION OF OLD REVOLVERS, 







Not Exactly a Novelty. 


ZRAEL was giving the Newly Disembod- 
ied Spirit a little trip about the Universe. 
‘¢We are now near the sun,’’ said he; ‘‘ let 
us watch it. You will notice how the surface 
heaves and bubbles. See that spurt of violet 
colored flame shooting up into space 
for something like four thousand 
miles? There! Did you notice that 
mountain range blow up and crumble 
into bits? Do you hear that planet 
shaking roar? Is it not terribly, sub- 
limely grand?’’ 

“Oh, yes,” admitted the Newly Dis- 
embodied Spirit with a slight yawn, 
‘‘T suppose it is, but’’—another yawn— 
‘*T’m from New York, you know.”’ 


Lavish. 


“ NARS. JONES is a lavish enter- 

1 tainer.”’ 

“Yes, I’m told she has no regard for 
expense.”’ 

‘‘ None whatever! She even goes so 
far as to play a square game of bridge.”’ 


“NO IDEA OF THE FITNESS OF THINGS.” 
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A Lover to St. Valentine. 


| | OW may I my heart recover? 
Saint of lovers, pray reveal! 
rhough around Marie 1 hover, 
Making strenuous appeal, 
Yet no atom of my anguish does the 


maiden seem to feel! 


* Fair exchange !" I make suggestion ; 
* Yours for mine!" I softly say ; 
Coyly she eludes the question ; 
Merrily she turns away ; 


Parlous is a man’s condition who gets 
”) 


neither ‘‘yea”’ nor ‘‘nay 





There are others for the wooing 
To be had—as glances show! 
But what can a swain be doing 
If he’s nothing to bestow ? 
Here’s a hecatomb, your Saintship, 
if you'll only let me know! 
Clinton Scollard. 


“© While there is Life there’s Hope.” 
VOL. XXXIX. FEB. 13. 1902. No. 1007. 
19 WEsT THIRTY-FIRST ST., NEW YORK. 
Publishedevery Thursday. 35.00 a year in ad- 
vance. Postage to foreign countries in the Postal 
Union, $1.04 a year extra. Single current copies, 
10cents. Back numbers, after three months from 
date of publication, 25 cents. 
No contribution will be returned unless 
accompanied by stamped and addressed 
envelope. 


The illustrations in Li¥E are copyrighted, 
and are not to be reproduced without special 
arrangement with the publishers. 


Prompt notification should be sent by sub- 
soribers of any change of address. 


T is hard to see why 
AdmiralSchley shoulc 

bother about any more 
appeals or 
solicita- 
tions of 
inquiry. 
At this 
writing his 
appeal to the 
President to 
% declare that 

® he was in com- 
—mand during 
the fight off Santi- 
has not 


Q 


ago been 

answered. There 
seems very little chance that the Presi- 
dent will reply to the Admiral’s satis- 
faction, but if not, why should the 
Admiral care? No conclusion that is 
reached about him by any competent 
authority makes, or can make, any dif- 
ference to the general public. He is 
hopelessly and incorrigibly popular 
with the multitude. He has really 
been cleared of the charge of coward- 
ice which ought never to have been 
made against him. For the rest, he 
did his work in the Spanish war in 
such a way as to lose the confidence cf 
his superiors in Washington. They 
put Sampson in charge of him and 
breathed easy. The fight came; the 
dispute followed. Schley has grown 
constantly more popular ever since. 
He played tricks with the Hodgson 
letters. That seemed to raise him still 
further in public favor. Next to Dewey 
he is the hero of the Spanish war, and 
yet he is not satisfied but wants more 
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credit still. He has had wonderful 
luck, but hehasneededitall. Let usnot 
grudge him cheers, banquets, anything 
that has come his way. It doesn’t 
greatly matter,especially since Admiral 
Sampson no longer cares, and it makes 
a singularly lively and derisive para- 
graph in history. 


A NYONE who has the real situa- 
+- tion in the Philippines concealed 
about him is invited to turn out his 
pockets and enlighten the country. 
We know what Judge Taft knows, 
and what Dr. Schurman thinks, and 
what Mr. Bonsal says, and what Gen- 
eral Chaffee predicts, but an agree- 
ment of information, opinion and pre- 
diction seems very far off. Any kind 
of story that anyone wants to read can 
be supplied from the Philippines with 
the name of a truthful man signed to 
it. We may accept Governor Taft’s 
opinion that three-quarters of our 
troops may safely be withdrawn with- 
in a year, or General Chaffee’s opinion 
that we will need all the troops we 
have there, and more, for at least five 
years to come. We may agree with 
Mr. Bonsal that the job has been dread- 
fully botched and that things are going 
badly, or with some other observer— 
there are plenty of them — that things 
are going remarkably well. We would 
like to understand the ‘‘real situa- 
tion,’’ but, after all, it is not immedi- 
ately important that we should. The 
course of our Government does not de- 
pend on facts in the Philippines, but 
on feelings at home. We have no 
means of carrying out our present 
policy better than is being done. 
We have no better man to govern the 
islands than Judge Taft, no better 
men to direct the American end of the 
enterprise than President Roosevelt 
and Secretary Root. It is quite cred- 
ible that we are on the wrong track 
and doing very ill, but the fault is in 
the job and in our policy, not in the 
men who at present have it in charge, 
for they are the best we have got. 
There is no prospect that there will be 
a radical change of policy unless such 
a change is called for at the polls. 


The earliest that it can be called for is 
next fall at the Congressional elections, 
and it will be hard to make a clear is- 
sue of it before 1904. There is no 
doubt that there is a pretty strong 
group of voters who are opposed to 
subjugating the Filipinos and govern- 
ing their islands as an unwilling de- 
pendency. There is not much doubt 
that that group will be reinforced by 
very large accessions of Democratic 
voters who are not unbearably dis- 
tressed about the Filipinos, but who 
want an issue about as earnestly as a 
drowning man wants a life preserver. 
No group of men need ask for a stronger 
motive to do their best than the pres- 
ent administration has to bring order 
and hope out of the Philippine muddle. 
If they can doit, they will. If they 
can’t do it on present lines,we shall see 
what we shall see. Meanwhile folks 
who feel the worst about the Philip- 
pines may be content that Roosevelt 
and Root should exhaust their re- 
sources before Gorman and Tillman 
get the case. 


T looks as if Governor Cdell would 
have his way about the insane 
asylums of New York State, and abol- 
ish their local boards and put them all 
in charge of a central authority. It 


will save some money. It will almost 
surely have some other good results 
that are more important than economy, 
but in the main the project is con- 
demned by those citizens of the State 
who have concerned themselves most 
unselfishly about the management of 
the State institutions, and who have 
the best right to be considered authori- 
ties upon the subject. It is averred 
that the Governor is workimg for polit- 
ical ends and hopes to make all the 
State institutions contributing factors 
to Republican control. That charge is 
probably unjust. It is easier to believe 
that the Governor’s motives are up- 
right than that they are unworthy, or 
even mixed. If he has his way, his 
plan will probably show good results 
while his administration lasts, but its 
future effects are distrusted, and when 
they are felt he will not be Governor. 
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MORE ATTRACTIVE, 
““WAS THAT MR. GAYLOR?” 


™ YES, THE HORRID THING! HE TOLD ME THAT OFTEN IN MAKING CALLS, WHEN HE SAW THE MAID 
WHO CAME TO THE DOOR, HE WOULD RATHER SIT IN THE KITCHEN.’ 
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Ie SA oh 


é be E last word upon the cause célibre of 

Marie 
Rohan is spoken by Frantz Funck-Brentano 
Diamond Necklace. 


covered documents bearing on the case and 


Antoinette and Cardinal de 


in The Recently dis- 

all other existing evidence are analyzed and 

compared, and the result is interesting and 

(J. B. Lippineott Company, 
$1.50.) 


convincing. 


Philadelphia. 


As two Topsies and two Evas now go to 
the making up of one Uncle Tom’s Cabin 
company, so the generous purveyors of his- 
torical romance now strive to make two hair- 
breadth escapes grow where but one grew 
before. 


bers is extremely successful in Cardigan, his 


In this endeavor Robert W. Cham- 


story of Revolutionary times among the tribes 
of the Six Nations. (Harper and Brothers. 


$1 0.) 


Pratt, in 
Duellist, while fairly piling Pelion 


On the other hand, Ambrose 
Franks: 
upon Ossa in the matter of adventure, only 
succeeds in constructing a highly sensa- 
wholly and somewhat 


tional, incredible 


AUF GESCHAUT 


Elizabeth W. Champney’s Romance of 


the Renaissance Ch@leaux is a thoroughly 
charming volume. Mrs. Champney’s famil- 
iarity with the untrodden corners of France, 
and her graceful gift of mingling fact and 
fiction are here utilized to the best advan- 
tage. (G. P. Putnam’s Sons.) 


A good series of Rocky Mountain 
railroad stories, by Frank H. Spear- 
man, is called Held for Orders. 
They are crisp and evidently authen- 
tic, and each one leaves a vivid pic- 
ture in the mind of the reader and 
a sense of personal acquaintance 
with the staff at ‘‘ Medicine Bend.” 
Do not, however, read them just be- 
fore a journey or on thetrain. (Me- 
Clure, Phillips and Company.) 


The Margate Mystery, by Burford 
Delannoy, is that hopeless thing, a 
detective story which is hard to 
read. As the painless killing of 
Time is the sole object of this class 
of literature, a cigar which will not 
draw is useful by 
(Brentano’s.) 


comparison. 


Clifton Johnson, the author of 


about Ireland called The Isle ef the Sham- 
rock. It is profusely illustrated with pho- 
tographs by the author. 
Company. $1.50.) 
k™** your self-respect; there is 

X\ nothing real in life but its illu- 
sions, you know. 


(The Macmillan 
J. B. Kerfoot. 


“Say, YOUNG FELLER, YOU’RE INTERRUPTING BUSINESS. 


very entertaining accounts of wan- a 

: WE’VE GOT A DATE TO ROB THIS HOUSE TO-NIGHT, BUT 
IF YOU'RE GOING TO SIT MUCH LONGER, WE'LL COME 
‘ROUND AGAIN.” 


coarse tale of Napoleonic times. (R. F. 
$1.50.) 


derings in England and France, has 


Fenno and Company. written an equally acceptable book 
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AN EVIDENCE OF INCREASING POPULARITY IN THE WEST. 


REPORTED TO HAVE BEEN SEEN BY MR. ROOSEVELT WHILE ON A HUNTING TRIP. 


The Right To Go Away. 


BY GILBERT SPARKLET, AUTHOR OF ‘' THE BACKSEATS OF THE 
MIGHTY,”’ ETC. 
CuHaptTer I.—Not Guitty! 


HOLLY STEAL had just finished his address to 
the jury, and the court-room was as still as a 
boiler factory in busy times. He removed his glass eye, 
and, after wiping it with a silk handkerchief richly 
embroidered with his crest in three colors, 
deliberately restored the eye to its accustomed 
place in his hip-pocket. This was always a 
sign ot deep emotion with Cholly Steal, and 
the spectators began to believe 
that perhaps for the first time 
the lawyer who had never lost a 
case was about to meet with 

defeat. 

In defence of Jean Crapaud, 
the wretched-looking habitant 
charged with sheep-stealing, he 
had offered no testimony save 
to the effect that it was gener- 
ally known that the accused 
had a natural antipathy to raw 
mutton. But Cholly had just 
completed a course in ‘‘ Hypnot- 
ism Taught by Mail,” and, 
besides that, the foreman of the 
jury owed him fifteen dollars, 

so he felt reasonably confident that the verdict would be in favor 
of his client. 

‘Gentlemen of the jury,” asked the clerk, “have you agreed 
upon a verdict?” 

‘We have,” replied the foreman, winking solemnly at Cholly. 

‘* What it is?’ asked the clerk. 

Cholly replaced his eye in his socket and carefully swept the jury 
with it. He always did this, as juries always looked as though 
they needed it. 

‘* Not guilty,” replied the foreman. 

The spectators gave three cheers for Cholly, three cheers for Jean 
Crapaud, three cheers for the sheep, and then left the court-room. 

When the room was emptied, Cholly furtively opened his brief- 
bag and took from it a large, three-cornered piece of custard pie. 
This he consumed in a jiffy. Carefully brushing the crumbs from 


his diamond scarf-pin and sealskin waistcoat, he left the building 
with a slight stagger always noticeable after his too frequent indul- 
gence in pie. At the door he was joined by a tall, stately blonde, 
exquisitely attired in yellow corduroy of the same cold golden 
shade as her hair. 

As they reached the foot of the steps Cholly was accosted by 
Jean Crapaud, who had been awaiting him. In his intense grati- 
tude the habitant fell to his knees and began to lick the pie-crumbs 
from Cholly’s boots. 

‘““Gwan.” said Cholly. ‘‘ You know you swiped the baa-baa, 
Get t’ hell out o’ here!” 


Cuapter II.—Anp So Tory WERE MARRIED. 


Cholly was known from one end of British America to the other 
as ‘‘ Pretty Steal.” Whether this was due to his prominence in 
the legal profession, or to his exquisite taste in dress, does not ap- 
pear. His ancestors had come to Canada with Columbus and, 
prospering in the codfish industry, had left Cholly a large number 
of well-rented tenement houses. He was rich and only worked out 
of spite. 

“Come, Kathleen,” he said to the cold blonde—he called her 
Kathleen because her name was Bridget and he shared the Cana- 
dian prejudice against Fenians. ‘‘Come, Kathleen, let us go and 
get married. I don’t care for you and you rather loathe me, so it is 
only natural we should get married.’’ He turned the glass eye 
full upon her and she felt the subtle, commanding influence of 
this strange nature which cared for neither God nor Devil—only pie. 

And she went with him, sadly thinking of her little brother Willie 
who had noble aspirations towards being a bank-robber but who, so 
far, had done nothing more than occasionally remove the family 
wash from the neighbors’ clothes-lines. 


Cuapter III.—W11uikr’s First Start 1n LiFe. 


One morning, about a year after his marriage, as Cholly drove to 
his office—which, with his own naive wit, he was wont to call his 
“law foundry ’’—he noticed that three of his best-paying tenement 
houses had been stolen during the night. After his reckless 
fashion, he was not seriously affected by his own personal loss, but 
the mortgages on the tenements had been held by widows and 
children, and the thought of suffering women and children always 
spoiled Cholly’s appetite. 

As he sat down to his desk Kathleen’s little brother Willie came 
in to wish him good morning. Cholly noticed a wea-y look about 
Willie’s eyes and also that his clothes were sprinkled with mortar- 
dust. In an instant the truth was revealed to the shrewd lawyer. 
Deliberately removing his glass eye and placing it in his hip- 
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pocket —always a sign of emotion—he care- 
fully locked the door and threw the key out 
of the window. 

‘“Now, you miserable low-down cur,” he 
said, with the sareasm for which Pretty Steal 
was noted, ‘‘how dared you steal my tene- 
ments out from under the mortgages of the 


» 


widow and orphan? How do you suppose 


sister will like a brother who does such 
rude things ?” 

‘*Merey! Merey!” cried Willie, falling 
at Cholly’s feet. ‘‘ Don’t tell sister and 
I'll go away back—away off, I mean—and < 
fight the 

* Fight the Boers !” 


66 woe 
yes, 


doers.” 

exclaimed Cholly; 
Boer women and children; that’s 
Get out of here.” 

Willie took advantage of this pause in 


about your size. 


the conversation to leave the room by way 
of the fire-escape. 

Cholly paced up and down the room a 
moment and then, unlocking the safe, took 
from a secret drawer three large pieces of co- 
coanut pie. Having quickly eaten them 
his glass eye resumed its usual cold glitter 
and his hand its accustomed firmness. Seat- 
ing himself at his desk he drafted this doc- 
ument: 

or one dollar to me 

I hereby assign to my beloved wife 

Kathleen, alias Bridget, all my debts, 

of whatsoever kind, both real and per- 

sonal, 


in hand paid, 


CHARLES STEAL. 


‘And now,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ for Suzon 


Burgundy’s and pie galore!” 

Cuapter 1V.—Art Suzon Bureunpy’s. 
As Cholly drove swiftly through the disrep- 
utable quarters of the town, he felt swelling 
within his veins the mad inspiration of the 
pie he had already eaten. The hectic flush 
on his cheek, and which was partly respon- 
sible for his being known as Pretty Steal, was 
hecticer than ever before. He had escaped 
for the time, perhaps forever, from Kathleen’s 
arctic zone and little Willie’s kleptomaniacal 
tendencies. He was about to revelin Suzon’s 
warm, but intellectual society, and pie—pie— 
pie unlimited. As usual Suzon’s was 
crowded with river-men and habitants, all 
bitter and impassioned Methodists and Bap- 
tists, as well as expert cut-throats. As he 
stood at the counter and took his first piece 
of pie from Suzon’s freckled but shapely 
hands, the old recklessness seized him and 
he began in a deep basso-profundo voice the 
sweet melody of Gounod’s ‘Ave Maria.” 
There was a discontented muttering among 
the men, either at the subject of the song or 
at Cholly’s bad singing. Suzon furtively 
hit Cholly in the back of the neck with a 
rolling-pin. By this time Cholly was eating 
his eighth piece of pie and was thoroughly 


oblivious to Suzon’s hint. He gradually 
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changed his tune to the exquisite tones of 
Mozart's Six-O’clock Mass in A flat. This 
roused the anger of Rouge Gosling, a brawny 
woodsman of the Methodist faction. 

‘* Seein’ you can't sing,” he sneered, ‘‘ per- 
haps you wouldn’t mind givin’ us a sermon.” 

‘**T haven't the honor of your acquaint- 
ance,” replied Cholly in similar tones, ‘‘ but 
I don’t care if I do.” He carefully wiped 
his glass eye, which seemed to infuriate the 
men still more. In the meantime Suzon, 
always friendly to so good a customer as 
Cholly, prudently armed herself with a pie- 
knife, a revolver and an axe. 

‘* Men,” said Cholly, in his cool, critical 
voice, ‘‘ why is it we are always tired? We 
go to bed tired, and most of us get up tired. 
Many of us are born tired, and many of us 
are too tired to work. Bicycles, automo- 
biles, even baby carriages are tired.” 

This last was too much for these simple- 
minded Christians. Some one turned the 
electric light switch, and the room was in 
darkness. There was a scuffle, a sound of 
blows, and when the police came inthe men 
had disappeared and Suzon’s body lay on 
the floor, stabbed to death with a piece of 
her own pie. Cholly Steal was nowhere to 
be seen. 

CHAPTER V.—THE TRANSFORMATION. 

About this time Portugee Joe was ‘steer- 
ing his dug-out down the swirling waters of 
the river. Habitant-like he was singing : 

Hoop-la! Ma belle Maryanne, 
Hoop-la! Ma belle Susananne, 
We'll always dance the gaie can-can, 
Vive la femme de chambre! 

Suddenly he ceased his song and peered 
into the dark waters. His instinct had not 
deceived him —it was a floater. Hauling 
the inanimate thing into the dug-out, he 
promptly and expertly went through its 
pockets. In each one he found a piece of 
pie carefully wrapped in oiled paper, and 
also found that the floater was alive. 

After a moment Cholly Steal — for it was 
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IN THE WOODS. 


he—sat up and carefully wiped his glass 
eye with his silk handkerchief. A flood of 
recollection passed through the mind of 
Portugee Joe, and. he threw himself at 
Cholly’s feet and licked the pie-crumbs from 
his patent-leathers. But Cholly gave no 
sign and gazed at Joe with the empty look 
of a little chee-ild. 

Joe took Cholly home with him. It was 
a bumble hut in the woods, but here for 
weeks Joe tended him, and nursed him, and 
fed him on such rude delicacies as truffled 
paté,canvassed-back duck, terrapin and oys- 
ter-crabs en brochette, without Cholly’s giv- 
ing a sign of consciousness or a tip to the 
waiter. 

It happened that one day the Rabbi of the 
nearby village, out on a hunting trip with 
his brother, a famous surgeon from Paris 
(Kentucky), stopped at Portugee’s hut to bor- 
row his new gun. The surgeon at once be- 
same interested in Cholly’s case. He had 
no instruments with him, but skillfully util- 
ized Joe’s auger, adze and whip-saw in tre- 
phining the patient. He removed several 
pounds of coagulated pie which was press- 
ing on Cholly’s brain, and then neatly 
dressed the wound with the stripes from a 
flannel blanket. As he went away he 
assured Joe that the patient would soon be 
himself again, and left with him a small 
packet addressed 


To the Sick Man at Portugee Joe’s, 


Joe could not restrain his curiosity, and 
opening the packet found only a piece of 
paper, on which was written: *‘ Beware of 
pie! You may hand my brother one thou- 
sand dollars for my professional services. 
He will remit it to me.” 


CuHapteR VI.—IN THE Fo.p. 


Rabbi Cohen was a fine old man. When 
Cholly recovered he secured him a place as 
man-of-all-work in his Uncle Levi’s second- 


hand clothing store. Levi Cohen was aged 





TWO HEROES, 


Rhodes ; AH, GENERAL! WHAT GLORIOUS VICTORY DOES ALL THIS REPRESENT? 
Kitchener ; WOMEN AND CHILDREN FROM THE NEAREST CONCENTRATION CAMP. 


and had a mania for money. Cholly was to 
receive no wages, but in return he was ex- 
pected to work only seven days a week and 
evenings. Levi felt that he had been swin- 
dled. The thought rankled in his breast and 
it became a positive agony for him to see 
Cholly eat. One night, as Cholly lay sleep- 
ing in his cosy corner on the floor remote 
from the pantry, Levi cautiously stole from 
the house, and entering the synagogue re- 
moved a silver dollar from the poor-box. 
He stealthily re-entered the house, and hold- 
ing the dollar in the tongs heated it white 
hot. Then he pressed it on Cholly’s throat 
and fell over dead, screaming, ‘‘ The mark ! 
The mark! The dollar mark! ” 


CuapTerR VII.—TuHeE Love or Rosy ANN. 


Cholly was always a heavy sleeper and 
had not noticed this little incident. Not so 
Rosy Ann, the beautiful telegraph operator 
in the office over the way. The scream of 
Levi had interrupted her in her favorite 
amusement of listening to the messages 
passing over the line, and without stopping 
to remove her chewing gum or put on her 


snowshoes, she dashed across the street and 
began to apply mustard-plasters to the vivid 
mark on Cholly’s throat. As he slowly 
opened his eyes the glass one fascinated her. 
Poor girl, she had always lived in the coun- 
try and had never seen one before. And 
Cholly —he, too, had vague thoughts that it 
would be pleasanter to be the husband of a 
telegraph operator with a neat but modest 
salary than chief assistant to Levi Cohen on 
board wages. But Kathleen ! 


Cuarter VIII.—Destiny. 


Although it was early morning, all Cacci- 


acque was astir. This was the day of the 
First Annual Private Theatricals of the 
Young People’s Hebrew Association of 
Cacciacque, and people had come from all 
over the world to witness the solemn event. 

Among the fakirs drawn to Cacciacque 
was one owning a strange vehicle bearing 
the sign, ‘‘Owl Lunch.” As Cholly Steal 
approached it a strange, familiar, elusive, 
delightful odor filled his nostrils. ‘‘’Ere 
y’ are now!” the fakir cried ; ‘‘ All hot! All 
hot! All hot! The kind that mother used 


to make! Mince—custard -- cocoanut — 
apple! Take your choice and your fill 
for a quarter!” Cholly hesitated, but the 
old appetite was too strong. 

Once more he felt the pie surging through 
his veins, and he was another man. But 
what was this chill he felt stealing over 
him? Looking over his shoulder he saw— 
Kathleen! Withdrawing into a nearby 
doorway he became unconscious—frost- 
bitten. Kathleen swept by without noticing 
him, 

And she never knew she was a bigamist ! 

% * * 

Little remains to be told. Rosy Ann, now 
a white-haired, benevolent-looking woman 
of twenty-four, repaid to the synagogue the 
dollar Levi had taken. She and the Rabbi 
often speak of Cholly, who left Cacciacque 
and opened a pie bakery of his own in Que- 
bee. There he does penance—-always in 
sight of temptation, but feeling that for 
business reasons he does not dare to yield. 
And Dr. Cohen, the famous surgeon of Paris 
(Kentucky), has never collected his bill. 

Metcalfe. 
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TINS SS 
Robin Hood in the Holy Land. 


ESSRS. SMITIT np De KOVEN bid 
fair to do with Robin Hood as the 
tev. J. S. C. Abbot did with the la- 
mented Rollo of our youthful days. 
We had —Rollo at work, Jollo at 
play, Rollo in school, Rollo in 
France, Jtollo in Italy, and Rollo 
served up in every way which oc- 
curred to the prolific Abbot. The present 
authors gave us a long session with Robin 
Ifood in Sherwood Forest, and now they 
have transferred him and his band and his 
lady-friends bodily to Palestine. The Robin 
Hood operas have proved so successful that 
we may expect to have the present one fol- 
lowed by ‘‘ Robin Hood in the Klondike,”’ 
** Robin Hood in the Philippines,” ‘* Robin 
Hood in Tammany Haul,” ‘‘ Robin Hood 
in the Soup,” and Robin Hood in all the 
places to be found in the gazeteer. 

‘**Maid Marian” is the title of the present 
section of the series and it has been very 
handsomely staged and costumed by The 
Bostonians. The organization has also 
strengthened its singing capacity. Mr. 
Barnabee, the Joseph Jefferson of the comic 
opera stage, is seen again as The Sheriff of 
Nottingham, with a new equipment of fun. 
Mr. MacDonald is as handsome a Little 
John as ever and his voice is in excellent 
condition. Our old friend, Friar Tuck 
Frothingham, is the same unctuous, en- 
gaging rascal he has ever been. Of the new 
members of the organization, Grace Van 
Studdiford is stately in the title part and 
her well-trained voice does full justice to 
the material provided for her. Adele Rafter, 
the new Alan-a-Dale, has a sweet voice, a 
sweet face, and a figure which meets all the 
requirements of the role—which is saying a 
good deal. Belle Harper, as Lady Vivian, 
is chic in person and sings prettily. 

Musically, ‘‘ Maid Marian” is not likely 
to be so popular as “‘ Robin Hood,” whose 
lines it follows closely. At the same time 
it has many attractive numbers and in its 
entirety is very much above the average of 
such productions. It is well worth hearing. 

* % * 
\ R. FRANK KEENAN as John 
+ Grigsby, at the Manhattan, was a dis- 
tinct and agreeable surprise. He came 
here an unknown quantity, and proves to be 


-LIFE- 


a sincere, strong and competent actor. The 
character he portrays is evidently based on 
the individuality of Abraham Lincoln in 
the days when the slavery question was the 
main political issue in Illinois. Mr. Klein’s 
play comes very near being a great one in 
its class. As it is, it is written on a high 
plane, and accomplishes its delicate pur- 
pose of making a familiar personage in 
recent history seem plausible on the stage. 
It shows that there is plenty of dramatic 
material in American life if only our dram- 
atists had the skill to utilize it. 

‘*Hfon. John Grigsby” is a play worth 
seeing, and calculated to instill a little good 
Americanism into those who see it. And 
the mystery is that so good an actor as Mr. 
Frank Keenan has not been seen before in 
New York. In explanation of which mys- 
tery, it should be remembered that theatricals 
in New York are run by a Trust and it isa 
Trust’s business to get dollars out of the 
publie—not to discover or develop talent. 


% * * 


IEBLER AND COMPANY deserve 
the thanks of theatre-goers 
for the excellent sample 
performance of “The 
School for Scandal”’ given 
by them with Mr. Kyrle 
Bellew and an excellent 
cast. As a matter of education Wallack’s 
Theatre should have been filled on this oc- 








GRACE VAN STUDDIFORD AS ‘“‘ MAID MARIAN.” 


casion with our younger actors and actresses. 
There are certain traditions of acting 
which belong to and cling about these old 
comedies and which have survived the long 
period of charlesfrohmanism to which the 
American stage has been subjected. 

* * % 


HE enforcement of the 
standing-room law by Fire 
Commissioner Sturgis seems 
in the case of the Metropol- 
itan Opera House to work a 
hardship, but there can be no 
doubt that in many other cases 
the violation of the law imperilled the lives 
of many persons, and the violations were 
deliberately winked at by those in authority. 
Of course maledictions are bound to be 
hurled at Commissioner Sturgis’s head by 






greedy managers who want the money of 
the public without regard to the safety of 
human life ; but it is his sworn duty to en- 
force the law, which is a good one, even if, 
in the case mentioned, there may be reason 
to believe it unnecessary. 

And the new administration was put in 
office by the people of New York to remedy 
just such abuses and corrupt negligence on 
the part of the authorities. Metcalfe. 


LIFE'S CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE TO THE 
THEATRES. 


Academy of Music.—Paul Potter’s dramatiza- 
tion of Ouida’s ‘‘ Under Two Flags.’’ Spectacu- 
lar and thrilling. 

Bijou. — Amelia Bingham and company in 
“Lady Margaret,”” Notice later. 

Broadway.—Fairy spectacle, ‘‘ The Beauty and 
the Beast.”” Gorgeous and amusing. 

Criterion.—* Du Barry.’* Mrs. Leslie Carter, 
Interesting and impressive. 

Daly’s.—“ Frocks and Frills.’ Frivolous but 
funny. 

Empire.—Stock company in “The Wilderness.” 
Society comedy well acted. 

Garrick.—Charles Hawtrey and English com- 
pany in ‘*‘ A Message from Mars.’’ Unique and 
worth seeing. 


Herald Square.—Lulu Glaser in * Dolly Var- 
den.” Comic opera, rather better than the aver- 
age. 

Knickerbocker.—Comic opera, “‘ The Toreador.” 
Rather worse than the average. 

Lyceum.—Annie Russell in “ The Girl and the 
Judge.” Amusing and well acted. 

Manhattan.—Mr. Frank Keenan in “‘ Hon. John 
Grigsby.”’ See above. 

Madison Square.—* Sweet and Twenty" and 
curtain raiser, ‘‘ Romanesques.’’ Pretty slim en- 
tertainment. 

Repudlic.—Henrietta Crosman in “Joan of the 
Shoals.’’ Notice later. 

Savoy.— ‘*The Way of the World.” Clyde 
Fitch’s amusing society comedy. 

Victoria,—Primrose and Dockstader’s negro 
minstrels. 

Wallack’s.—Mr. Kyrie Bellew in “A Gentleman 
of France.’’ Melodramatic and exciting. 

Weber and Fields’s Music Hall.—Vaudeville 
and burlesque, Now that the Fire Commissioner 
is enforcing the law, it is possible to get to one’s 
seat without having the raiment torn from one’s 
back, 
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NUMBER 32. 

Two war-time Senators abundantly endowed 
with humor were James W. Nesmith of Oregon, 
and James A. McDougall of California. Mc- 
Dougall’s weakness was the bottle, and though 
he was wont to declare that he ‘never got 
drunk above his hatband,” his bearing often 
belied his words, But, in liquor or out of it, his 

wit was ever uppermost, and he never 
missed an opportunity to coin a jest. When 
he left Washington at the close of his term 
a number of friends kept him 
company to the railroad station. 


mY -_ Bidding good-by tohis clerk, he 





THE TRANSIT OF VENUS. 


A Modern Litany. 


ying girls who, hopeless, up to date, 
Of politics and progress prate ; 
To her who prowls the links all day, 
And she who Bridge delights to play, 
The girl whose club contents her soul ; 
To all of these a gift we dole 
While in the outer dark they pine. 
Oh—pray for them, Saint Valentine! 
The men who scorn the ways of love, 
Grown cynical — content to rove 
Far from the meadows of romance, 
Who golf and gossip — dine and dance, 
With poker, polo, yachts as toys, 
Base substitutes for Cupid’s joys, 
These sinners in your plea enshrine. 
Oh, pray for them, Saint Valentine! 


And we who ’ve found the primrose way, 
The planting of the rainbow’s ray, 
Who chase our pleasures as they fly 
And always see them just get by; 
We who have learned that love has wings, 
We yaps who still believe in things, 
A friendly ear to us incline 
And pity us, Saint Valentine! 

Kate Masterson. 


The Boer Tobacco Fund. 


} seems that it is still necessary to Eng- 

land’s peace of mind and to the comfor* 
of her generals in South Africa to keep the 
Boer Prisoners in Bermuda without tobacco. 
Lire’s readers are doing something in the 
way of supplying the deficiency. Contribu- 
tions are as follows : 


Previously acknowledged.................$253.02 
PC eer ee 10.00 
Adolph Convert, Chicago................. 5.00 


$268.02 


Life’s Anecdote Contest. 
NUMBER 29, 
A old clergyman used to relate the following 
anecdote with great glee: Once, when pre- 
paring his parishioners for the solemn ordinance 
of confirmation, he found amongst them one old 
woman so excessively ignorant and stupid that 
for some weeks prior to the time he was obliged 
to have her come to his house every day, in order 
to instruct and catechise her. At length he 
began to hope that his time, patience and zeal 
had not been entirely bestowed in vain, a few 
bright flashes of understanding having burst 
from the old damie’s clouded intellect. The im- 
portant day arrived. ‘Now, my good friend,” 
said the worthy pastor, just previous to the com- 
mencement of the ceremony, “as this is the last 
moment in which I shall have an opportunity of 
conversing with you, let me ask, do you thor- 
oughly understand and believe all the articles of 
your Christian faith?” 

“ Ay, yes, sir, thank’ee,”’ replied his venerable 
pupil, with a simper, and dropping one of her 
best courtesies,‘ I does, indeed, now; and, thank 
God, I heartily renounces ‘em all !’°—Social Cir- 
cle of Anecdote. Brentano's. (No date.) 


NUMBER 30. 

Philoxenus was sent to the stone-quarries by 
Dionysius for contempt of his verses. Being re- 
called, he was invited again to hear them, After 
listening patiently for a time, he got up to go. 

“Whither now ?’’ asked Dionysius. 

“To the quarries,” says he.—Stobeus, Flor. 
XIII, 16. Greek Wit. Published by George Bell 
and Sons, London, 1881. 

NUMBER 31. 

One of the Admirals, after the first day of a 
grand naval review at Portsmouth, asked Foote 
if the profusion of fire and smoke did not give 
him an idea of hell. 

“Yes, indeed it did,” replied the wit, ‘‘espe- 
cially when J observed your lordship in the midst 
of it."—Bon Mots. By Walter Jerrold, J. M. 
Dent and Co., London, 1894. 


added mournfully: 
“T am going back to Albany, 
where I was born, to die.” 

“But if you are sick, Senator,’’ said 
the clerk,‘ why not remain here among 
your friends ? * 

“No, my son,” was the reply, “I 
have reasoned it all out, and Albany is 
the choice.” Then, pausing for a 
moment to note the glance of inquiry 
for the reason, he added, ‘ Because I 
feel in my heart that [can leave Albany 
with less regret than any place I ever 
saw.’—From Washington, the Capital City. By 
Rufus Rockwell Wilson. J.B. Lippincott Com- 
pany. 1901, 

NUMBER 33. 

When the British ships under Lord Nelson were 
bearing down to attack the combined fleet otf 
Trafalgar, the first lieutenant of the /evenge on 
going round to see that ail hands were at quar- 
ters, observed one of the men, an Irishman, 
devoutly kneeling at the side of his gun. So very 
unusual an attitude exciting his surprise and 
curiosity, he asked the man if he was afraid. 

“Afraid!” answered the tar, *‘ no, your honor : 
I was only praying that the enemy's shot may 
be distributed in the same proportion as the prize 
money—the greatest part among the officers.” 
—The Jest Book. By Mark Lenox, Severs and 
Francis, Publishers, 1865. 


ce ELL, how does it seem to be en- 

gaged to such a wealthy girl?” 

‘*Fine! Every time I kiss her I feel 

as if I were taking the coupon off a Gov- 
ernment bond.” 

















Mr. Shad : WHAT DO YOU THINK OF FLOUNDER 
MARRYING AN ELECTRIC EEL AND BRINGING HER 
INTO THE FAMILY ? 

Mr. Bass; 1 THINK IT MUST HAVE BEEN A 
GREAT SHOCK TO THE FAMILY ! 
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Calamity. 


A PROFOUND melancholy had fall- 
en on the crowds that thronged 
the streets of London. An expression 


The Royal carriage drove rapidly by. 


of intense, subdued excitement was 
noticeable on every face ; an expression 
noticed only when some great calamity 
has fallen, or is about to fall, on the 
nation. The young spoke in whispers, 
the old were sternly silent, and all 
moved about in a nervous, strained 


The Prime Minister and Mr, Chamberlain. 


manner, which was intensified when 
the Royal carriage drove rapidly by 
with grim attendant guards, on its way 
to Charing Cross. The King and 
Queen were flying from London ! 

Now the dull, steady tread of armed 
hosts was heard approaching. The 
police had been unable to cope with 
the enormous, almost silent, masses of 
citizens, and the military had been 
called out to clear the streets. 

“ What is it? ” asked a stranger of a 
Londoner who, with beads of perspira- 
tion rolling down his face, was standing 
in a doorway nervously twitching his 
hands. 

‘* Sh-h-h-h-h !!!’’ was the only re- 
ply he received. ‘Struggling through 
the ever-increasing throngs to West- 
minster Bridge, he reached the Parlia- 


*LIPE- 


ment Buildings just as the Prime 
Minister and Mr. Chamberlain, with 
hastily packed grips, quickly entered 
a hansom and drove rapidly away, 
casting nervous glances right and left. 
All the other members of both the 
Lords and Commons had fled an hour 
before. 

Every moment the situation was 
becoming more strenuous ; the very air 
breathed excitement. 

Seeing a weeping woman leaning 
against the bridge, the stranger ap- 
proached and in an awed whisper asked: 
‘Madam, for heaven’s sake, tell me 
what has happened !”’ 








‘OQ, sir,’? came the tearful reply, 
*’aven’t you ’eard?”’ 
‘*Heard what? 

quick !” 
‘Wy, sir, it’s terrible | Mr. Kiplin’s 
busy a-writin’ cf another pome, sir !”’ 
A. G. R. 


Speak, woman, 
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A Meteorological Valentine. 


HEN Spring comes back with 
laughter 
And music in her voice, 
You may be sure she’s after 
The lover of her choice : 
Her mission, you can guess it ; 
Her message is like mine. 
So take this song and bless it, 
My own dear.Valentine. 


Spring wooes in such a fashion 
Earth yields at once, but you 

Perhaps may doubt my passion 
And wonder if ’tis true ; 

But should the heart within you 
Warm to a lyric line, 

Then let this lover win you 
To be his Valentine. 


If Spring returns too early, 
Of course her fate we know :— 
She finds her lover surly 
Likewise his answer—snow. 
I wonder if I’ve chosen 
The proper time to sign 
Myself as almost frozen 
Without you, Valentine? 
Idle Tayler. 


Doubtful. 


OLLECTOR: When shall I call 
again to collect this bill, sir? 
DasHaway: How do I know? I 
can’t always tell ahead just when Iam 
going to be out. 


T is perhaps just as well that our 

Constitution doesn’t have to follow 

the flag. It is a bit delicate for mili- 
tary service. 























“THE UNWELCOME MRS, HATCH.” 














THE colonel was entertaining some of his friends with 
stories of army life, and the talk turned to the intlexibility of 
orders. That reminded the colonel of Tim Murphy’s case, 

Murphy had enlisted in the cavalry service, although he 
had never been on a horse in his life. He was taken out for 
drill with other raw recruits under command of a sergeant, 
and, as luck would have it, secured one of the worst bucKers 
in the whole troop. 

“Now, my men,” said the sergeant in addressing them, 
‘no one is allowed to dismount without orders from a superior 
officer. Remember that.’ 

Tim was no sooner in the saddle than he was hurled head 
over heels through the air, and came down so hard that the 
breath was almost knocked out of him 
, ‘«Murphy,”’ shouted the sergeant, when he discovered the 
man spread out on the ground, ‘you dismounted !” 

“1 did.” 

“Did you have orders?” 

“T did’ 

‘* From headquarters, I suppose? *’ 

** No, from hindquarters ” 

“Take him to the guard-house !’’ ordered the sergeant. 

— Detroit Free Press. 


with a sneer. 


PROFESSOR MUNSTERBERG Of Harvard, whose specialty is 
psychology, relies to some extent on the point of a good 
story in enforcing his positions in abstract demonstration, 
association of ideas that will illustrate. 
called ‘ fakir ” 


He has one on the 
A medixwval magician—more accurately 


nowadays — announced that he had invented and had for 


For sale by all Newsde alers in Gre at Britain. 


London, E. C., England, AGENTS 








If certain rather common stones were 
mixed and placed in the pot, with a certain portion of water, 
and the whole shaken diligently for an hour, the stones 
would turn to gold — provided that.during the hour the oper- 


sale a magic pot. 


ator should not think of a hippopolamus The fakir sold a 
great many for fabulous sums, and not one of the purchasers 
ever demanded a return of the money, The fakir knew his 
business, He was in advance of his age in psychology, in 
his skill in permanently fixing in his customers’ minds the 
association of that old pot and a hippopotamus, 

— Boston Herald. 


AN interesting story comes from the French Alps of Dau- 
phiny relating the futile efforts of the Princess of Croy, 
who desired to enter the monastery of the Grande Chartreuse, 
a habitation from which women visitors are rigidly excluded. 

The story runs that the Princess dressed herself in boy's 
clothes and accompanied her husband to the institution. The 
gates were opened to them, and the Prince sent his card to 
the father superior, with a line to the effect that he was ac- 
companied by a friend. 

Just as they were about to make the round of the build- 
ing the word was received that the father would like to see 
the Prince and ‘“‘his friend.’’ Going upstairs they were re- 
ceived by the smiling monk, who cordially invited them to 
join him in an appetizing luncheon. The Princess endeav- 
ored to make the best of the situation, but she was not put 
any the more at her ease by the fact that the monk kept gaz- 
ing sharply at her. 

At last he exclaimed suddenly : ‘*‘ Catch it, young man!” 


The Inter- 
national News Company, Bream s Building, Chancery Lane, 











at the same time throwing at her a large pear. The Princess 
was startled, and, thrown completely off her guard, made, 
motion to grab up her skirt, the absence of which she over. 
looked in her confusion. 

Then the father stopped smiling and said with grea 
gravity : 

“I beg your pardon, madam, but ladies are not allowed 
in the monastery. I must ask you to wait outside until the 
Prince has finished his inspection.” 

And outside she had to go, the reverend father bowing 
her from the room with most elaborate politeness. ; 

-~Youth’s Companion. 


A LOCAL clergyman was engaged in conversation with a 
number of friends the other day, when each started telling 
stories of weddings he had peiformed. One of the pary 
had this to offer : 

Some time ago a great big fellow, roughly dressed, and 
a wee mite of a young woman came to him. They had» 
witnesses, and, in fact, did not care to have any. Neverthe. 
less a bridesmaid and groomsman were selected from the 
household, and the ceremony began. They had promised t 
love and obey and all the rest of the service, when the 
preacher announced : ‘* Kiss the bride.”’ 

The groom, on bended Knee, hesitated a little, tried to say 
something and couldn't. 

‘Kiss the bride,”’ said the pastor. 

“Why, parson, I did, afore I come here at all,” replie/ 
the groom, whose face had taken the color of a June rose, 

—Duluth News-Tribune. 











EUROPEAN AGENTS—Messrs. Brentano, 
37 Avenue de l'Opera, Paris. 
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Giant Strides by a 
Giant Company 


LIFE INSURANCE written and placed during 1901, over . 27@ Millions 
PAID POLICY-HOLDERS, in 26 years, over . . . . . 458 Millions 
ASSETS, end of 1901, over . ........24. 48 Millions 
LIABILITIES, less than... ........ . « £Ob2 Millions 


OI SO ewes 7 Millions 
INCOME, during 1901, nearly . . ....... .  QY Millions 
PAID POLICY-HOLDERS, during 1901, over... . . 8 Millions 


Policies in Force nearly 44 Millions. 
Covering Life Insurance of over 


$703,000,000 


SURROUNDING WITH ABSOLUTE PROTECTION 


More Than One Million Families 


A Progressive Company in which the Safety and 
Advancement of Its Policy-Holders’ interests are 


the chief considerations. 
Write for Information to Dept. 0 


THE PRUDENTIAL 


Insurance Co. of America 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. HOME OFFICE: Newark, N. J. 
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Fe OoR FooLisHs. 
GNTEMPORARY 


WHEN a preacher falls from grace he falls far and hard. 
Rev, Charles M. Sheldon has just fallen into poetry. 

—Rev. Sam. W. Small, who is writing paragraphs jor 
The Atlanta Constitution. 


THE chaplain of the Senate now includes the newspaper 
correspondents in his prayers, He is not too blind to see the 
dangers of continuous association.—Kansas City Journal. 


THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL 
May be occupied by people in a very ugly mood if an emer- 
gency arises and there is no telephone service available. 
Have it in your house and take no chances. Rates in Man- 
hattan from $48 a year, New York Telephone Company, 111 
West 38th St., 215 West 125th St. 


JOE CHAMBERLAIN’S declaration that England should 
maintain her “ splendid isolation” is a proposition that will 
be cordially seconded, we believe, by all the other nations on 
the map.— Atlanta Constitution. 


W. J. BRYAN, Tom Johnson, John J. Lentz, and Webster 
Davis are all talking for the Boers, and yet the Boer outlook 
is as gloomy asever. This is puzzling. 

—Kansas City Journal. 


Ir is @ natural sparkling wine, produced in America 
under the supervision of expert wine makers. Cook's 
Imperial Extra Dry Champagne, 


™~ CaN there be anything in the story of the secret under- 
standing between Miss Stone’s captors and the telegraph and 
cable companies ?— Chicago Tribune. 


GENTLEMAN (indignantly): When 1 bought this dog 
you said he was splendid for rats. Why, he won't touch 
them, 

Doe DEALER: Well, ain’t that splendid for rats? 

— Exchange. 


HOTEL VENDOME, BOSTON. 


The ideal hotel of America for permanent and transient 
guests. 


In the Hanna-Foraker contest in the Ohio Legislature 
there seems the usual division — those pledged to the Hanna 
side, those pledged to the Foraker side, and those pledged to 
both sides.— Des Moines Leader, 


STRADY nerves and a clear, active brain come from the | 
use of Abbott’s, the Original Angostura Bitters. 


THOSE Englishmen who have asked Mr, Kipling to ex- 
plain his poem are singularly reckless. He may write an- 
other.—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 


THE HANDSOMEST CALENDAR OF THE SEASON, 


The Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul Railway Co. has 
issued a beautiful Calendar in six sheets 12x14 inches, each 
sheet having a ten color picture of a popular actress—repro- 
ductions of water colors by Leon Moran. The original paint- 
ings are owned by and the Calendars are issued under the 
Railway Company's copyright, A limited edition will be sold 
at 25 cents per calendar of six sheets. Will be mailed on 
receipt of price. F, A. Miller, General Passenger Agent, 
Chicago. 


HOTELS CHAMBERLIN and HYGEIA, Old Point Comfort, Va. 
Don’t miss a trip this winter to the beautiful Hotel 


A BOTTLE 
of EVANS’ 


ALE 





Like Laughter, 
it drives Winter 
from the 
human face 


Brewed for past 115 years by 


C. H. Evans & Sons, Hudson, N. Y. 





Gold Lion 


Cocktails 


require the use of cracked 
ice and peel of lemon to 
fully develop their great 
| superiority over all w thers. 














Gold medal, 1900. 


School of Bookbinding for Ladies | , Seven varieties. 


SCHLEUNING & ADAMS, 256 West 23d St., N. Y. City. 


Bookplates Designed and Engraved. Artistic Bookbinders 


Send for Prospectus 


The Cook and Bernheimer Co., New York 
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WHEN TREES ARE NOT USE: 


Out the wrinkles. Give greatcomfort and 


WHEN TREES ARE USED DAILY. 
when LEADAM’S SHOE TREES are used in your shoes daily. They prevent “‘toeing uP, * curling of the sole, take and keep 


make your shoes wear longer. A useful and novel gift, generally so difti- 


cult to find. FOR MEN AND — $1.00 PER PAIR. Your money back if not satisfactory. Illustrated Booklet 


on “Care of Shoes” sent FR 


LIONEL 'N. LEADAM, 130 Palmetto Street, Brooklyn, N. Y . 
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The Hartford Tire 


has withstood all competition as the speedi- 
est, most reliable, long wearing 


Single Tube Tire 


ever manufactured: the tire for every kind 
of tire-equipped vehicle 
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a, Clerk (referring to telegram); 18 THIS CORRECT, SIR? “TWANS AKKIVED, Muse BY pos?” 
Father (for the first time): YES, WHAT MORE DO YOU WANT? 











[Hideous truth flashes on him after telegram has been despatched to relativcs.] The Dunlop Tire 
— Moonshine. by i ‘ . 5 
7 me : Ps 7 y its ease of manipulation, and its wonderful 
casi resiliency, is the universally preferred 
: PLAYS FOR AMATEURS. Double Tube Tire 


The largest stock in the United States. | We can sup- 
ply any play that is published, Our complete catalogue 
is sont for the asking. THE PENN PUBLISHING COoM- 
PANY, 923 Arch Street, Philadelphia. 


wherever such tires are used 








Registered Trade-Mark, 


hirt Waist i cen." 

















The Hartford Solid Tire 

im & made with the same uniform quality that charace 

| terizes our other product; our reputation 

will not permit of our making 
any inferior article 





Nearly every person sooner 


® 
or later meets with an acci- 
dent. Injuries usually mean 
loss of income and added ex- 
pense. 200 persons were in- 
ae d inthe Explosion in New 


ork City, January 27th, 
An Accident Policy 


We have in stock and will supply the Proper size and proper 

weight tire for every kind of wheel. Let us send you ex- 

pest advice regarding the tires best adapted to your needs 
- 


The Hartford Rubber Works Co. 
Hartford. Conn, 


At ‘‘ The Linen Store.’’ 
in the Travelers (the largest 


Our new stock of Washable and smongest Ac oe 
° ° ’ Yor 1 ) 
}  Shirtings allows for an exceed- a memuee ae auekie eneiee 
ing wide range of individual 





while disabled and large 
amounts for loss of legs, arms, 





























hands, feet or eyes. If death 
pre ference, in color combina- | ensues a stated som is paid. 
d } Nearly $26,000,000 have been 
tions, design and _ weight. distributed among $78,000 
A h é ] policy holders or their fami- 
mong the most popular lies, for injuries or death, 
- J fabrics are A Life Policy | 
in the Travelers provides safe | 
Scotch Mad ras, insurance ata lower premiom 
. . than mutual companies an 
Printed Linens, at a guaranteed net cost. In 
~ mutual companies the net cost 
Linen Ze phyrs, —— greater than exp. et. 
° ed, because actual dividends 
Oxfords and Cheviots, never equal estimated divi- vi 
° ends and the net cost is never 
Novelty Ginghams, Snown beforehand. | th Snes 
Let us send you some interest. : e noes 
French Percales. | ing literature demonstrating the | 2 
, superior advantages of the Trav- 
We show an equally large assortment elers Policies, © eames offices in | 
. wash fabrics for suits and gowns ot all j] nearly every city. | 
<inds, 
Y 
and Kee Mail Orders Have Our Prompt Attention. hase bday 
y so dl - 
1d Booklet ‘*The Linen Store.’ Ca oO. 
~ eae 1865) ‘ | Nothing is “ just as & ” as 
James McCutcheon & Co., | |S. H.& M. _ If it was, other bind- 








ings would sell as well. 
Sold by the yard and five-yard pieces. 





14 West 23d Street, New York. 








AN IMPRESSIONIST’S INVITATION, 


Come out, my Love, and stroll with me 
Across the cobalt dunes ; 
We'll sit beside the sunset sea 
That green-and-grayly croons, 
That dies along the madder sands 
In tines of scumbled foam ; 
And then we ‘ll clasp our umber hands, 
And mauvely wander home. 
—WVercy BE. Baker in Harper's Magazine. 


FATHER MONSABRE, the famous preacher of Notre Dame, 
Paris, whose fiftieth anniversary as priest has lately been 
celebrated, is known for his witand humor. The Gaulvis 
tells the following anecdote of him, One day, at a most in- 
convenient moment, just as he was preparing to enter the 
pulpit, a Jady came to him and, with many airs and graces, 
told him that her conscience troubled her greatly. because 
she had that morning admired herself in the looking-glass 
more than usual, thinking how very pretty she was. Where- 
upon he answered: ‘‘Go in peace, my child, a mistake is 
not a sin.’’—Short Stories. 


A ScCOTSMAN who had been employed nearly all his life in 
the building of railways in the Highlands of Scotland came 
to this country in his later years, and settled in a new sec- 
tion on the plains of the Far West, Soon after his arrival a 
project came up in his new home for the construction of a 
railway through the district, and the Scotsman was applied 
to as a man of experience in such matters. 

“Hoot, mon !*’ said he to the spokesman of the scheme, 
«ye canna build a railway across this country.” 

‘*Why not, Mr. Ferguson?” 

“Why not?’ he repeated, with an air of effectually 
settling the whole matter. ‘‘ Why not! Dae ye no see the 
country’s as flat as a floor, and ye dinna hae ony place what- 
ever to run your tunnels through? ’’—New York Tribune. 


THE GEM 


OF THE WEST INDIES 


An ideal spot in which to spend a winter’s vacation 
and avoid all the extremes of the northern climate 


UNITED FRUIT CO.’S 
STEAMSHIP LINES 


operate weekly between BOSTON and PHIL- 
ADELPHIA and JAMAICA, the magnificent 
twin screw U.S. Mail Steamships : 


Admiral Dewey Admiral Sampson 
Admiral Schley Admiral Farragut 
Sailings Weekly from Boston and Philadelphia. 


Fare for round trip, including stateroom 
accommodations and meals, $75; one 
way, $40. 
SEND FOR OUR BEAUTIFUL BOOKLET 
WHETHER YOU CONTEMPLATE THE 
TRIP OR NOT. SENT FR’ E, 


UNITED FRUIT COMPANY 
Pier 5, North Wharves, Phila, Long Wharf, Boston, 








THE Y'RE telling a heavenly story which they say no more 
than does justice to the ‘‘ kicking * propensities of the Togus 
veteran. 

The old soldier dies, so the story goes, and after death he 
marches up to the gates of heaven. He hits the door a 
thump and St. Peter peers out through the wicket. 

‘Who are you?’ asks the saint. 

**I’m an old soldier.” 

‘* Where from ?’ 

‘* Soldiers’ Home at Togus.”* 

‘* Well, you may come in,” says the saint; ‘‘ but I don’ 
know as the place ‘ll suit you.”.— Kennebec Journal. 


A NEW volume of reminiscences by Dean Hole quotes 
the following extraordinary prayer as offered by a loyal but 
certainly injudicious English clergyman on behalf of Queen 
Adelaide, the wife of William the Fourth: ‘Oh Lord, save 
Thy servant, our sovereign lady, the queen; grant that as 
she grows an old woman she may become a new man; 
strengthen her with Thy blessing that she may live a pure 
virgin, bringing forth sons and daughters to the glory of 
God, and give her grace that she may go forth before her 
people like a he goat on the mountains.""—Zrchange. 


WHEN ex-Gov. Bradbury of Maine was almost a century 
old and still hale and hearty, he was asked if he had always 
enjoyed such robust health. 

“No,” said he ; ** when I wasa young man I had to leave 
college because of ill-health,and my disease was thought 
to be incurable.” 

** Well, Governor,” said the inquirer, *‘ you must have 
had valuable experience in getting and keeping well. What 
would you advise to insure longevity ?*’ 

“To get an incurable ailment in your youth,’ replied the 
ex-Governor, smiling, ‘‘ and nurse it until your death.” 

—New York Sun. 


THERE are funny incidents in the life of a photographer 
A man came in the other day and looked over all the samples, 
asking the price of each. 

“Do you want a sitting?” I asked. 

**T don’t see nothin’ like what I want,’’ he replied 

I told him if he would indicate what he wanted, 
might arrange it. 

‘“*[ don’t know as you can,” 
nothin’ at all like what I want.” 

I repeated what I had already said. 
while he told me. 

‘You see, it’s like this,” he began. ‘I had a girl that] 
loved, and we was going to git married. She had her things 
made up, and we was all but ready when she was taken jl! 
and died. And what I wanted was a picture of me sittin’ on 
her grave weepin’.”’ 

I was touched at the homely story of grief, and told him 
I could send a man with him to the grave and have the pic- 
ture taken as he desired. 

“It's some distance,” 
expect it 
want.” 

I said it would. 

‘“*[T thought,” he answered, “that mebbe you could trig 
up a grave here in your shop and I would weep on it, and it 
would do just as well. It’s no trouble for me to weep any- 
where.” —Edinburgh Scotsman. 


that | 
he said, ‘“‘for ¥ don't see 


He asked me tosit 


he said, ‘It’s overin Ireland. | 
‘ud cost a lot to send over your traps for what! 


THE French were so much interested in Mr. Kipling’s 
observations on sportsmen that the poem has been trans 
lated into French and published in some of the Paris news 
papers. Le Temps renders the famous lines, ‘“ with the 
flannelled fools at the wicket or the muddled oafs at the 
gouls,’’ as follows : 

‘“*A void les imbéciles en complete de flanelle qui jouent 
au cricket 

‘« Et les crétins souillés de boue qui jouent au football.” 

—New York Tribune. 











A Thoroughbred. 


[ade from the best grain, 

Made from the best spring of water 
in Kentucky, 

Made by the James Crow Scientific 
formula, 

Made by the HAND-MADE SOUR 
MASH process, 

Consequently it is a STRAIGHT 


Whiskey. 


OLD CROW 
RYE 


is sold in its purity and fully guaranteed. 
GOLD MEDAL awarded Paris, 1900. 


H.B.KIRK & CO.,Sole Bottlers,N.Y. 











We have done every- 
4 thing but the drinking. 


THE CLVB 
COCKTAILS 


Manhattan, Holland Gin, 
Martini, Tom Gin, 
Whiskey, Vermouth, 
York. 


These cocktails are\ 
made of absolutely; 
pure and well matured \ 
liquors. They are of, 
a far more uniform, 
quality and more) 
thoroughly mixed than 
those prepared in 4. 
moment as wanted. 

Connoisseurs agree that of two 
) cocktails made of the same materials, 
and proportions, the one which is) 
S ased must be the better. \ 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors, 


29 Broadway, New York, . 
and Hartford, Conn. 
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“‘h Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 
— Medical Press (London), Aug. 1899. 


MARTELL'S 
THREE STAR 
BRANDY 


AT ALL BARS AND RESTAURANTS. 


‘* DID SOME AUTOMOBILE FRIGHTEN THEM ¢” 
‘““NO. THEY SAW A COW,” 


—Journal Amusant. 











The Highest Type of French Champagne 
CODMAN & HALL CO. 
Agents for the U. 8. 

BOSTON, - - - MASS. 








FASTEST TIME ACROSS 
THE CONTINENT. 


THE OVERLAND LIMITED leaves Chicago 
8.00 p.m. daily and arrives San Francisco 
5.15 p.m. third day. THe Paciric Ex- 
PRESS leaves Chicago 10.00 a.m. daily and 
arrives San Francisco 4.15 p.m. third day. 
THE CALIFORNIA Express leaves Chicago 
11.30 p. m. daily and arrives San Francisco 
8.25 a.m. fourth day. Unrivaled scenery 
and most luxurious service via 


CHICAGO & NORTH-WESTERN, 
UNION PACIFIC AND 

















SOUTHERN PACIFIC RAILWAYS. 


All meals in dining cars. Best of every- 
thing. Personally conducted excursions 
every Tuesday and Thursday. 


All agents sell tickets via this route. 





PRESS OF THE J. W. PRATT CO-., NEW YORK. 
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Ghe REGINA 


Hall Clock 
Music 
Box 


is one of the most at- 
tractive forms in which 
this famous music box 
appears. The clock is 
modelled after a hand- 
some antique pattern 
and starts the music im- 
mediately after striking 
the full hour. The 
music box may be 
played at any time in- 
dependently. 


Write for our catalogue 
showing our full line, costing 
from $10 to $400—with lists 
of new music—free. Address 
Dept. (w) 


Regina Music Box Co. 
Regina Building, New York 


or 
bead 259 Wabash Ave., Chicago 
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NO BETTER 
TURKISH CIGARETTE / 
CAN BE MADE 


EGYPTIAN 


DEITIES 


CIGARETTES 


PACKED IN 105 505 ann 100° 
EITHER PLAIN OR WITH CORK TIP 


co : 2 





